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.on deck, expecting every instant that the sea would
overwhelm us, and wash me and my bed-place
overboard, for I was in no danger of being washed
out of my bed, as it required no little management
to emerge from it at pleasure. This berth of mine
was commonly called a doghouse (a box about six
feet long, four high, and two broad,) containing a
mattress fitted about 18 inches from the deck, above
which there was a sliding door and curtain, scarcely
large enough to admit an ordinary sized man. I
found it, however, much more pleasant in fine
weather than sleeping below, where the cockroaches
were so numerous that a large dishful might be
obtained in a few minutes, by putting a little treacle
in it, to serve both for bait and trap. I used to
think, that if the old story were a fact instead of a
fiction, namely, that the Chinese make Soy of these
animals, a very lucrative trade might be carried on
between them and the natives of these coasts.

Our schooner was alow, sharp, fast sailing vessel,
but in an irregular sea she was tossed about like a
cork. At daylight the weather cleared up, and
the day turned out fine with a moderate breeze,
which died away towards noon, when being in sight
of the vessels at anchor in Maidstone Bay, Captain
Smith and I left the schooner, to pull thither in a
boat, and got on board the Eden about two in the
afternoon : we also went on board the Louisa, from
Sierra Leone.

The accounts we received of our infant settle-